Cupids Courteſie: 
OR, 
i he younz Gallant foild at his own Weapon. 


He icorned Cupid and his Dart, 
Until he felt a wounded Heart, | 
To a pleaſant Northern Tune, f By J. P. 


Tbꝛongh the col ſhady Weds, If A with thee ſhould ge, 


as 4 was ranging, | Uenus would chide me, 
3 heard the pretty Birds And take away my Bow, 
notes Cweetly changing; and never abide me. 
Down by a Zeadow ſide, 
there runs a River, Little Bop let me know, 
A little Boy J eſpy*d whats thy name termed, 
with Bob and Nutber; That thou doſt wear a Bow, 
x and go fo armed, | 
Little Bop, tell me why Pou may perceive the lame, 
thou art here diving, with often changing, 
Art thou ſome Run⸗awap, Cupid it is mp name, 
aid haſt no biving - J live by ranging. 
Jam no Kun-alvay, : 
Venus my mother, If Cupid be thy name, 
She gave me leave to play that ſhots at Rovers. 
When J came hither. - A have heard of thy fame, 
by wounded Lovers: 
Lictle Bop go with me, Should any languilh that 
and vemp Servant. Eh are ſet on fire, 
3 vll taue care to ſet By ſuch a naked Bat, 


« $62 thy pꝛeferment; AJ much armire, 
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F thou doſt but the leaſt, 
dat my Laws grumble, 
Ile pierce thy ſtubboꝛn B:eft 
and make thee humble: 
Ik AJ with golden Dart, 
wound thee hut ſurely, 
There's no Phyſicians art 
that e*ve can cure thee. 


Little Bop with thy Wow, 
why doff thou thzeaten 2 
It is not long ago 
fince thou was beaten : 
Zhv wanton Mother fair, 
Uenus will chide thee, 
When all thy Arrows are gone, 
thou mapeſt go hide thee: 


Df powerful ſhafts you fee, 
J am well ffozed, 

Which makes mp diety, 
ſo much ado2ed : 

With one poo2 Arrow now, 
Ile make thee ſhiver, 

And bend unto my Bow, 

and kear my Nuiver. 


Dear little Cupid be 
courteous and kindly, 

J know thou canſt not hit 
but ſhosteſt blindly⸗ 
Although thou calls me blind, 

lurely i'le hit thee, 
That thou ſhalt quickly find, 
Ale not fozget thee. 


Then little Cupid caught 

his Wow lo nimble, 

And lhot a fatal Shatt 
which made him tremble: 


i 
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Go tell thy iltreſs dear, 
thou canlt diſcever, 
What all the Paſſions are; 

of a dying Lover. 


Which caus*d this Lover, mos 


And now this gallant Heart, ; 
ſozely was bleeding, ö 

And felt the greateſt {mart 
from Love pꝛoceeding: 

Ve did her help imploze, - 

But found that moze and moze. 
him the rejected. 


Fo02 Cupid die cxalt ; 
dquickip had cholen, 

And with'a leaden ſhaft, 
her heart had kro zen, 


ſadly ta languiſh, 
And Cupids aid impſche; 
to heal his anguilh: 


Me humble pardon crau d 
oz his offence paſt, 
And vob d himſelf a ſlave, 
vis to 4 05 | 
is p2ayers ſo ardent were, 
whilſt his heart panted, 
Zhat Cupid lent an ear, 
and his [uit granted. 


Fo? by his pꝛeſent plaint, 
he was regarded, 
And his adozed Saint, 
his Love rewarded : 
And now they live in jop. 
ſweetly imbꝛaceing, 
And left the little Bo 
in the Mods chaſing. - | — 
F, INI S. i | 
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